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PREFACE 


The poems in this book tell about play. Play in its pure form might be our link to the 
sacred whole through pristine joy. Pure play would be unfettered -- Entitled belonging 
to the whole without being tied to it or by it. But we do not find ourselves in this pure 
condition. Our play always leads us to those bonds and limits that restrict us, but which 
we must discover in order to see beyond ourselves. 


Game play asks others to contest with us, to help us find ourselves out by becoming our 
limit, but also to face with us the possibility of the unlimited. It may be that we will face 
the unlimited. It may be that we will face the unlimited not as ecstatic insight but by 
means of a journey of “approaches.” The unlimited is that break in existence when the 
being has become nothing because it has severed all the bonds that hold it up, that 
tether it to a position. It is the nothing that is neither before nor after, cause nor effect, 
effort nor result, but the precise moment out of which play purely may arise. Perhaps 
this purity is found only in the child whose play is the deepest form of seriousness 
because it takes place among unlimited possibilities. 


Still, that play of the child, whose seriousness is just to be lost in possibility, to be dead 
to the daily grind of the adult upperworld, may not be entirely absent from adult life. 
Somewhere, in a hidden chamber or cavern whose place is unknown to us, a similar 
play may be taking place in all of us, in spite of the many layers of activity that have 
filled in around us, it in spite of the many determinate forms we have given our 
existence. Perhaps we cannot ever again be totally lost in the play of possibility, but 
through games we may draw close to a horizon of our possibilities, so that we stand 
related again to ourselves as a possibility. Each possibility will be seen as an approach 
to being, each approach at a boundary where the world shines toward us and where 
there is opportunity for vision and choice. Each approach is movement in a series of 
movements that lead us back toward an original totality in which all things vibrated 
with one joy. That was original silence in which all words and all articulate steps were 
gathered and out of which all subsequent play -- physical, intellectual, erotic -- would 
emerge. In each game we glimpse both our adherence to the original silence and our 
break with it, our having crossed a boundary into a place from which we can view now 
another horizon and another and another. Each of the poems in this book expresses a 
moment in that life of games which survives in a small wet sac in the body where 
childhood has still not forgotten itself. These are the games that play when our other 
activities temporarily stop, when the lights are lowered in the cave and bodies glow 
from their own fierce light. These are games played around the edges of our 

desires, dreams and visions. It is that life in us that subtly avoids us while it makes us 
what we are. Yet it pulses in us at a profound level of our being. 


We begin with the mother 
here is the game of obsession 
a grave of broken collarbones 
stream of light 


no history 


A lion wanders. Into the clearing of sleep. 


2 


The earth is our body 


as we lie 
in the lover light 
lots of green spaces 


shedding the animus 
we worked the game 
of defenses 


See yourself as a shadow against the 
door 


You are sheltering your mother from 
danger 


She is sleeping in the house 
in this game 


you must build your life 
out of the sound of her breathing. 


The world is getting larger 
it is beginning to roll 
it is too large to hold 


if you let go it will roll away 


if you hold on 
you will be carried away 


in this game you must decide 
whether to hold on 
or let go 


With the familiar ailment on the right 
the accustomed sickness on the left 
this is the 4th of July of our madness 


on this day the sky is a rose 

the water is a rose 

the forests are anguished petals 
the sun is rolling under the wheels 
of a truck going to Utica 


indifferent flower indifferent rain 
men women the stars open 

the stars close the sea bitter 

and with long roots 


the train we board is getting narrower 
it is finding tracks everywhere 


and our stock is rolling 
rolling into the game 
of bitter delight. 


To win at this game 
you may not shout 


you may only strike 
your opponent silently 


with the edge of your body 


Imagine you are in China 


imagine a great festival 
when a giant fish 
is being carried through a village 


this is the game in which 
you are the one 

who has to steal 

the eyes of the fish 


there are other players 
but you cannot tell who they are 
or where they move from 


you meditate a long time 
before walking to the village square 


This is the game we play 


when asleep for an hour 


in a robe made of others’ nightmares 


we rushed toward the green shadows 


there is a rope hanging from the heavens 


and our hand is pulling it 


we can see our hand pulling the rope 


we can see the plaster coming down 


from the heavens 


a rain of plaster is falling 


on the shoulders of children 


we were annoyed 


but not weary 


there is time 
and time has begun 


to sleep 


Draw a map 
the circle is earth 


now an arrow slides across the circle 


it torments us 
it is green 


we don't have to stand in its way 
we may step aside 


this is the game that divides 
the spectacle of the living 
from the miracle of the dying 


10 


This is the game 
of turning the planet Earth 


each one can turn the earth as he pleases 


until its arrow points to his character 
which is our collective fate 


11 


The barn doors open 
the wind rushes in 
the wind seems to swell the barn 


the games is to lie in the house 
and listen to the barndoors 
slamming in the wind 

and never move to get up 


you must lie in the house 
until the thin light arrives 
and pierces your forehead 


12 


Up and down the sidewalk 
a ghost is turning 
cutting a path of clean air 


you must hear the body of the ghost 
you cannot believe how pure the air is 
where the ghost is breathing in 


and breathing out 


as you touch that pure air 
you believe the ghost is invisible 


this is the game in which 
you must see the body of the ghost 


13 


This is the game 
of turning everything into music 


14 


In our dreams 
we drop from steel platforms 
because we no longer love to love 


suddenly we would like to believe 
in the goddess earth 


each of us says 
it is only my life that hurts 


the world is punishment 
out of the creator's eye 


the dogs howl and sing 
in a bombed-out museum 
where a burning giraffe 
leaps out a window 

to walk on the ocean 


this is the game 
called the parting of the ocean 


15 
When I was sad I went looking 


and out of stars I got milk. 
and out of milk boxes 

and out of boxes quicksand 
it out of quicksand radishes 
and out of radishes fireflies 


and out of fireflies 

the beginning 
of the turn that brings simplicity 
to the million threads of clover 
toying with the game 
of the eternal 


16 
This is the game of immortality 


once having been alive 
no one can die 


when it is time 
you are rolled into a great seed 


the seed is pressed 
quietly into the earth 


then it is watered with silence 
and a few words 


no one knows when the seed will sprout 


no one knows where the seed 
looks with its eyes 


17 


This is the game of proving 
that there is even a sap 
inside tears 


begin with the fear of death 
the burning accusation 

and the guilt of falling to own 
your own being 


after you have cried 
to a certain depth 
try weeping further 
into the same tears 


18 


Life exposes us 

it is made of air 
life consumes us 

it is made of fire 
life washes us 

is made of water 
life buries us 

it is made of earth 


this is the game 
called the magic of elephants 


19 
Begin to write your name on the paper 


then when you've written your name 
take the sheet of paper 

and stuff it into that space 

between two teeth 


let the teeth become dislodged from 
the gums 

and dance in the air 

with a paper between them 

unfurled and displaying your name 


This is the game 
of taking your place 
among the famous 


20 


You will rolling a ball 
to shape more like an egg 
it is your dream 


this is the game 
in which you must dream 
of your dream 


21 


This is deep sky 
with deposits of red, yellow and white flame 


you have only to mention the sun 

and all the animals bend wet knees 

you have only to mention twilight 

in a corona of weeds descends on her hair 


you step into the road 
and the wilderness awakens 


I arise from a sofa 

where I have slept with the sea 
I stretch on sandy beaches 
watching the heart stream 


this is the game in which earth 
frightens us from ourselves 


22 


In this game 

you must keep conversation 
from traveling any further 
than the width 

of a single shoe 


you must stand very close 
to the other players 
but you must not touch 


23 


In the first game we ever played 
we built a monster 
out of a tree trunk 


the monster had six eyes 
and four sets of teeth 


he was first cousin 
to a dragon 


it was blinded 
by seeing a man 


24 


This is the game you play 
by collecting signatures 
from those who 

do not believe in themselves 


dragging long sheets of paper 
you hunt for stars 

that cry in the gutter 

waiting for 

cranes to lift them 


25 


This is the hermaphrodite figure 
the body unbroken 
with its collapse of fate 


this is the game of love 
the circle of being 


is there another game 
before love? 


is there a being 
before the being? 


26 


This is the game 

in which success is defined 
as an unusual 

succession of failures 


27 


I have to write the real world 

a letter 

in which the blood of my heredity 
mixes with the ink of its environment 
and at least one of those ancient 
noble truths escapes 


it was a black, black morning 
more soil than words 


this is the game of fitting the truth 
into a cave made by 
the others being 


28 
See if you can play the hero 


it is the game of dropping 

off the sky rocket of courage 

and landing 

with your head between your knees 


29 


It is sharp 
it is a piece of moon 
no it is a piece of moonlight 


in this game 

you must cut the lips 

of small children 

with one stroke of the moonlight 


a tiny cut of the lip 
which will be a memory for life 


30 
We dream it is 11:30 in the morning 


we will have to take all our thoughts 
and visit the earth 


we will have to pour our thoughts 
one by one 
into the earth 


then we will begin the game 
of growing our own apparitions 
in the middle of the garden 


31 
Time began in the flying coals of nature 


then the stones of Mexico 
began to dream of men 


at last the Indian was born 
and gave nature 
her garden of silence 


then the rest of us came 
began the game of exclusion 


32 
The sun is inborn 
the moon 
the stars are inborn 
the clouds of the membrane of acceptance 


this is the game of adhesion to nature 


pleasure goes from under the wings 
being the span of desire 


there it is the same 
rest or unrest 


33 


The sky is a chalk blue 
and that is simply that my heart hurts 
with the pain of shattered glass 


everything sits in its place 
and nothing can move 


the wild stones kicked by horses 
fall through the glass air 


I hear the sound of a violin 
played in the cloud 


gray timber smokes in the woods 
the steam of horses 
rises over the grass 


this is the game 
of changing the spirit 


34 


Imagine you are eating bread 
with a green crust 


it is the earth 


a man comes by 
wearing a stovepipe hat 


he is carrying a loaf of bread 
that reaches beyond his elbow 


he has ten seconds to do his act 
this is the game in which 


you have ten seconds to choose 
between bread and bread. 


35 


A well is something we understand 
it comes from our huge mother 

the princess earth 

whose eyes are the broken 

tiles of desire 


we deviate from the earth 


at the foot of the garden 
a mirror waits for us 


in it we see a lamp 
with the sinister light of death 


the mirror is getting up 

and dancing 

and maintaining that single distant 
light 


we are drawn to it 
become its partner 


it is ourselves in the mirror 
dancing on the ground 
we had once been 


this is the game 
of receiving the ground 


36 
The asphodel sticks in the leaping throat 


the blood stays in place 
because it has simple hairs 


we have learned 
to overcome the emotions of living 
for the steam drift of life 


we shot our way 
through the new world 
to the game of attention 


37 


Here in the dome that is twilight 
I am playing the game 
in which everything costs money 


it costs money to speak and to be quiet 

money to pet the dog and to be scratched by the cat 
money to be young and to get old 

money to steal and money to be robbed 


and my thoughts are delivered from money 
only when it rains heavily in the mountains 


38 


This is the game we play 
with one hand tied behind our backs 


with the other hand 
we catch 


drifting tubes of dreamspace 


how much can we hold 
with one hand? 


where is our hand? 


39 
The dream object exists in the dream 


if the world were a unity 
no one can know it 


objects exist by acting upon other objects 


this is the game called 
catching the existent 


40 


I'm sleeping in the bowl of the earth 
I'm sleeping 

I'm eating in the bowl of the earth 
I'm eating and dreaming 

I'm dreaming in the bowl of the earth 
of green feathers on the mountain 


I'm holding in my hand the shards of good bread 
I'm holding in my hand 

this crust that erases trouble 

I'm holding in my hand 

this gangue of pleasure. 


I'm walking through a field of thrones 
I'm walking like a leopard 


this is the game 
of my life that is walking 


41 


This is the flesh 

the stock of the visible 
the truck route through 
the axled light 


this is the flesh 

the bark of the visible 

the invasion of which sees 
the invading light 


this is the flesh 
in the game that makes visible 


42 
The carousel is turning 
the horses are turning with the carousel 
this is the game of oblivion 
suddenly one 

two horses are leaving 
they toss their manes 


and move off the platform 
into the void of space 


43 


May 

the night sliding 
over feet 

over eyes 

May 

the night is no longer 
too careful 
to trust us 


a game of infection 
begins in the branches 


44 


I am closer to things 
than I have ever been before 


I enter the game of attention 


pray to the Father Elephant 
that he won't tread on my hut 
that he won't disturb the clearing 


where the things I admire 
are standing 
in lonely numbers 


think of me 

Sacred Baboon 
when you hide 
in the inner space of your smile 
where the spider is wasting 


and you 
crocodile with the horns of an antelope 
dream of me 
when you rise naked from the water 
with your long bodied stretched 
in the arc of desire 


45 
As bodies we are immortal 
it's the sun that contrived us 
and the sun's energy 


is our eternity 


we fall 
like a storm of glass 


each becoming the game 
of spending the self 


46 
The wolves sit around the fire 
the whole earth is their fire 


the wolves hear their bodies 
change in the firelight 


they are changing into earth 
they are changing into men 


this is the game of transmemberment 


the wolves sit around the fire 
and are changing into fire 


47 


I do not think I have traveled the earth 
on its band of terror 


I've danced on its toe of light 
but I haven't danced enough 


one day all the terror stored 
in mother and child 
will reach out and enclose us 


we will move slowly in the game 
which is the denial of warmth 


48 


Like a lake of seeds 
here is the oil of hands 


slowly the images disappear 
a black dog against a white wall 


Africa leans on us 
the Sahara finds us alone 


each organism seeks its own good 
in its bundle of flesh 


each is tempted by the truth 
we have come late to this game 


which is the fulfillment 
of the blind 


49 


Because I wake up in the morning 
having just arrived from a faraway place 
(I don't know how the moon smells) 

I begin the day as a floating dance 

even though there's a strike 

in the neighborhood of my knees 


daily chemistry comes out of the sea 
and sits on the edge of my bed 
laughs my damn face 


I'm amused by my pink scars 
with their license to haunt me 


I bend over my feet to begin 
the game of retracing the scars 


50 
Here is the friend 
who comes with a light 


works around the earth 


the friend comes 
to cure us of being 


he stands in our light 


the friend is the game 
of flipping between light and time 


51 


If the bureaucracy makes noise 
break its neck 


if the bureaucracy weeps uncontrollably 
kick its chins 


if the bureaucracy tries to get personal, 
slap its face 


this is the game in which you learn 
the bureaucracy is only your anxiety 
growing rich 


52 


So and so drove his wife crazy 
But lived a good life 


this is the game 
of assaying abuses 


53 
The leaves are down 
you bend your long neck toward spring 
this is the game 


of finding fire 
in the falling snow 


54 


The wind returns 
dragging the master root 
of weather 


we run with an empty 
cloud on our heads 


this is the game 
of tracking our energy 


from the instant of infinity 
to the constant of zero 


55 


There is no way to abuse the self 
not even with the cane of despair 


the self is made entirely without seams 
it is a fondness for declaring being 


the self is mobile as the light 
it refuses entry 


in this game 
we Offer the self 
itself as light 


56 


The deadline approaches 

here is life 

another way of being it is death 
which steams open irises 


and on earth there’s a single problem 


it is water flowing away from us 
to the caverns drenched with sun 
into the latitude lost forever 
beneath drowning marble 


lifting the ions of silvered night 
into the game of least forgetting 


57 


In this game 
you make a cut in the solemn mask 


suddenly the wood becomes begins to bleed 


the anguish of ritual terror 
presses the open the eyes 


there you find the supreme 
fear of failure 


and the cave of childhood 
packed with lonely light 


58 


It is true that you’re 


a bundle of desires 


under the crablight 
on the sand shore 


the sea nerve is ticking 


this is the game 
in which you arise from the past 
your tooth bleeding 


the sleeping juice 


59 


You don't stop breathing 

until language makes a move 
this is the game 

known as the ambush of thought 


60 


God the father retired 
and left us with the body 
that was pure wool 


in his place we found 
the five folds of the flesh 
and became giddy 

at the new abyss 


this 
then 
is the game 
of standing 
in the new abyss 


61 


After my father voted for Henry Wallace 
in 1948 I discovered a surface 
of liquid silver on my heel 


the clocks were alive 
with fugitive moments 
when the town guardians 
sequestered us in pairs 


It was then I learned the game of youth 
was made a delicate asset 


62 


I talked to a red moon 
I talked to a white moon 


and the grass pulling away from my lungs 


I talked to the sun 
with its cone of ice and shadow 


Lo and behold the scholars of the moon 
playing their game of subversion 


Lo and behold their collars of delight 


63 


In the livingroom where the lamps have kissed 
the sweets and oil of twilight 

so many years have arrived with their silence 
so many books have fallen from their stems 


the windows rattle from the flesh-colored storm of memory 
we run back and forth to the bedroom 

looking for the exact time of our birth 

7:30 it says at the corner of the page 


it will be 7:30 forever 

and the sky will be pink pink 

at the corner of the page 
because now we are in the game 
with a lioness will eat her cubs 


64 
This is the game 
where you discover 
an area of free mystery 


in the formal lights of the flesh 


you awaken 
under the tiles of grass 


everything is flesh 


you have the power to move 


65 
This game is your own life 
see its scales 


it is the incisions death made 
in the spacious light 


when three men speak of their birth 
one of them listens 


he is God 
it is life that divided him 


he is the window where the sun 
leaps on your life 


of three men 
one is God 


and two are driven 
feeling a breeze of light 


66 
The moon-riser waits with the moon 


it is time which opens 
like a handful of money 


the moon-riser raises the moon 
swiftly through the fern-openings 


this is the stillness 
which is the first game of chance 


67 


The white sky is stretching 
on the spine of the wet road 


the day is bolted with dampness 
human bodies disappear in their age 


the deer stare through the buff light 
and hear this music of madness 


the Cantabrian winds 
are holding their breath 


a breeze shatters 
the sacred pond the swallows’ mirror 


the gold clouds let us go 


into the game 
of disturbing the chaos 


68 


This is the game begun 
by someone who wished 
he were a deaf mute 


how can he tell 
the oppression of speech? 


69 


This game is played 
by two players 
whose hands are tied 
by mutual respect 


they must play with their eyes 
their eyebrows their tongues 


each must determine 
if the other has seen 
the ridge of failure in him 


70 
In this game, 
you have to think of a tall woman 
who a short man 
what is drawing their attention? 


she is gazing beyond him 


he is looking straight ahead 
so as not to be looking up at her 


71 


Not an hour goes by 
when I do not think I am a bear 


this game is the end of self-criticism 
this the end of cognitive processes 


the arm grows steadily more human 


if the hunter comes we'll disappear 
into the windfalls of the redwood 


we're prepared for the accordions 
of another sleep 


72 
In this game 
you must stand on a streetcorner 
with your friends 


there is a single rule 


you must never 
think of a white bear 


73 


This is the game 
called the way we sleep 


our hands stretch out 
into the generous dimension 


the cold images waver in the dark 


the land is plated 
with immense dreams 


only the hidden sun 
knows the state of desire 


this is a game 
which is half our life 


74 
We take a drink 
It is the collective waters 


it is our training 
in the fear of life 


alone we were omnipotent 
missing the desire for death 


but when we joined together 
we became the game 
of improving designer 


75 


There is only one game 
that is serious 


it used to be played with fury 
on steeds with steaming nostrils 


now it is played coolly 
and with skill 
from distant command-posts 


it is played by persons who love death 
with romantic attachment 

(many great poets to love death 

how can I tell you the difference?) 


war dances in the human bones 
and emerges in men 
afraid that life will overlook them 


(war creates undreamt-of stories) 


poor people wish for war 
in order to be its first victims 


hanging on the landing gear of planes 
intended for women and children 
soldiers fall off at 1,000 feet 


as human bombs they have 
the right to choose their targets 


they think only of the power of games 
when they fall onto a parking lot 
in the distant suburbs 


76 
More earth 
Goethe said “more light” 
this is the game 
in which the pincers reach 


into the last loft of the head 


we begin to read Nietzsche 
“with a dawning comprehension” 


the eagle cools his claws 
in the cellar 


once he was a national figure 
and would have written a book 


now the cage won't close 
over his ears 


we water the sunlight 
with our own discharges 


our hair ignites 
and our body is the match 


we have the lightshow 
rolling on the iron 
tread of the century 
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